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Oh,  The  Memories 

The  days  have  passed  by 
And  the  years  have  flown  high 
But  fate  forces  out  a goodbye 

When  things  were  so  good 
As  they  should  and  always  would 
Some  wonder  why 
One  must  say  goodbye 

But  I believe  in  memories 
As  countless  as  the  leaves  on  trees 
And  with,  I believe 
One  can  never  grieve 
The  safe  keeping  of  all  those  memories 

No  no,  don’t  frown 
Don’t  even  feel  down 
Knowing  me.  I’ll  still  be  around 

Oh  no,  don’t  even  try 
To  start  and  cry 
Why? 

Because  between  us 
(this  really  isn’t  goodbye) 

So  wherever  you  may  lie 
I’ll  be  very  close  by 
Like  the  shade  of  a tree 
From  a sun  that  won’t  let  you  see 
That  you’ll  still  be  with  me 
If  you  keep  those  memories 

Yes  it  pains  me 
To  part  for  now  and  leave 
But  I leave  with  you  my  heart  and  soul 
But  most  importantly 
I’ve  left  with  you  the  memories 


-Lana  Mahairi 


Open  Mouth  - Insert  Foot 

They  stood  in  line, 
afraid  to  speak. 

One  at  a time, 
they  each  would  seek. 
They  hold  their  destiny, 
in  each  of  their  hands. 

To  wrestle, 

and  beat  that  other  man. 
Out  there  alone, 
in  front  of  a crowd. 
With  all  to  bare, 
and  nothing  to  shroud. 

Each  would  fight, 
like  an  enraged  little  rat. 

One  on  one, 
in  the  center  mat. 

-Preston  Bahr 


MIX  - N - MATCH 

If  everyone  is  calling  for  a better  life 
We  must  b^in  from  the  heart 
What  we  are  taught  when  we  are  young 
Naturally  will  stay  as  we  grow  old 

I was  taught  to  hate 
Just  as  I was  taught  to  love 
But  I was  allowed  to  accept  people  for  who  they  are 
Not  what  they’re  told  they  are 

Different  colors  of  skin 
Are  like  the  paint  on  a pallet 
It’s  when  they  are  all  mixed  together 
That  the  painting  becomes  beautiful 


-Kara  Azzarello 
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My  Last  Day 


I wake  up  seeing  a red  glow  through  my  closed  eyelids,  and 
a faint  smell  penetrates  my  nose.  As  I am  able  to  think  more 
clearly,  I realize  that  I am  in  my  own  apartment,  no  hospital 
room  with  locked  doors,  but  my  own  apartment.  The  red 
glow  is  the  sun  shining  through  my  windows,  but  I am  not 
able  to  place  the  smell  yet.  As  I slowly  wake  up,  so  do  the 
voices  in  my  head.  Sometimes  I wish  that  the  moment 
between  waking  up  and  being  half  asleep  could  last  all  day. 

I cannot  remember  how  long  I slept,  but  it  could 
not  have  been  very  long.  The  tiredness  and  exhaustion  I 
feel  makes  me  want  to  go  back  to  bed,  but  the  activity  in 
my  head  and  the  anxiety  I already  feel  prevents  me  from 
doing  so.  I decide  that  water  will  help  me  to  wake  up. 
When  I look  up  from  the  sink  in  the  bathroom  I become 
aware  of  a reflection  in  the  mirror.  It  takes  me  a while  to 
realize  that  the  man  I see  is  me.  How  long  has  it  been  since 
I looked  at  myself?  The  hair  and  the  beard  are  too  long, 
and  the  eyes  with  the  dark  rings  seem  to  be  too  big  for  the 
narrow  face.  Now  I also  recognize  the  smell  I woke  up  to. 
It  is  the  smell  of  stale  beer  and  old  sweat,  which  does  not 
surprise  me  after  I look  at  my  clothes.  From  now  on,  I 
decide,  I will  take  better  care  of  myself.  If  only  I was  not 
so  exhausted. 

I am  sitting  against  the  wall  on  the  floor  of  my 
living  room,  not  knowing  how  much  time  has  gone  by.  The 
voices  in  my  head  are  arguing  and  criticizing  my  every 
thought.  Suddenly,  the  walk  of  my  apartment  are  closing  in 
on  me,  and  I know  that  soon  there  will  be  no  air  left  for  me 
to  breathe.  I have  no  choice  but  to  leave  this  place. 

My  apartment  is  on  the  fourth  floor  of  a nine  story 
building.  I decide  that  the  stairs  will  be  safer  than  the 
elevator  and  run  down,  taking  two  steps  at  a time.  Four 
boys  have  already  gathered  in  the  lobby.  Normally,  the 
group  consists  of  six  boys,  probably  between  the  ages  of  18 
and  20.  I do  not  like  the  boys.  They  shout  at  me  and  call 
me  names,  so  it  is  a relief  that  they  are  whispering  among 
themselves  and  do  not  seem  to  notice  me  today. 

The  air  outside  is  cool  and  crisp,  but  the  sun's  rays 
warm  my  face.  The  park  is  busier  than  usual.  People 
walking  by  are  staring  at  me,  and  I start  to  feel  uncomfort- 
able. I look  around,  wanting  to  enjoy  the  peace  and  beauty 
of  the  park,  but  all  I feel  is  emptiness  and  loneliness.  People 
do  not  understand  me,  but  then  again,  sometimes  I do  not 
even  understand  myself. 

Back  in  the  lobby  of  my  apartment  building,  the 
two  other  boys  have  joined  the  group.  They  are  looking  at 
me  as  I walk  over  to  the  stairs.  I do  not  pay  much  attention 
to  them  and  am  surprised  to  see  them  outside  the  elevator  on 
the  fourth  floor.  They  scare  me,  the  way  they  are  looking 
at  me.  When  I turn  around  to  close  the  door  of  my 
apartment,  they  are  standing  in  the  doorway,  preventing  me 
from  doing  so. 

The  six  boys  enter  my  apartment  and  start  looking 
around  in  my  living  room,  in  my  closets  and  in  my  kitchen. 
That  is  where  they  find  my  beer.  I keep  a large  supply  of 


beer,  as  it  seems  to  take  away  a lot  of  my  problems.  It 
calms  both  me  and  my  voices  and  just  makes  life  more 
bearable  for  me.  We  start  drinking,  and  slowly  my  fear 
disappears.  The  boys  are  laughing  and  joking.  A lot  of 
their  jokes  are  at  my  expense  and  after  a while  do  not  seem 
funny  to  me  anymore.  I wish  they  would  leave  so  I could 
be  alone  again.  They  should  be  leaving  shortly.  I can  tell 
they  are  getting  bored. 

I have  been  sitting  in  a comer  for  some  time  when 
one  of  the  boys,  who  I think  is  the  leader  of  the  group, 
approaches  me,  offering  to  help  me.  I am  confused,  as  I do 
not  need  any  help.  I want  to  be  left  alone.  He  pulk  me 
onto  a chair  which  he  has  placed  in  the  middle  of  the 
room.  I feel  uneasy,  sitting  there  with  the  boys  looking  at 
me.  The  boy  has  a knife  and  starts  to  cut  my  clothes, 
saying  I need  a bath.  I feel  a burning  pain  on  my  chest 
and  realc^  that  the  boy  has  cut  me.  I stare  down  at  the 
parting  in  my  flesh  and  look  at  the  dark,  red  blood,  not 
being  able  to  say  a word.  I can  feel  the  pain  as  he  cuts  my 
flesh  a second,  third,  and  fourth  time,  but  I am  unable  to 
react.  This  cannot  be  happening  to  me. 

Three  boys  now  lift  me  out  of  the  chair,  pushing 
me  into  the  bathroom.  I hear  their  laughing  in  the  back- 
ground when  suddenly,  with  a shock,  I come  to  my  senses. 
I am  standing  in  the  shower  without  clothes,  and  cold 
water  is  pouring  down  my  body.  I am  terrified,  and  I need 
help. 

I can  see  the  door  of  my  balcony  across  the  room, 
and  I try  to  calculate  the  number  of  steps  I would  need  to 
reach  it.  The  boys  are  too  occupied  to  notice  me  as  I walk 
to  the  door.  I stand  on  the  balcony,  screaming  for  help  and 
feel  relief  when  people  hear  me  and  look  up.  However, 
my  screaming  has  also  alarmed  the  boys.  I am  being  pulled 
back  into  the  room  and  tied  to  the  chair,  but  I know  help 
is  on  the  way.  The  punishment  for  my  action  is  very 
severe.  Burning  cigarettes  are  held  against  my  chest,  and 
the  beatings  on  my  face  and  head  are  making  me  feel 
numb.  I do  not  know  how  long  this  has  been  going  on  for, 
but  suddenly,  I feel  a different  kind  of  pain,  a screaming 
pain  which  is  caused  by  a cut  in  my  neck.  As  I look 
down,  I see  a thick  stream  of  blood  running  down  my 
chest,  my  legs  and  onto  the  floor. 

Looking  around  I realize,  help  never  came  and  the 
boys  have  left.  I feel  a darkness  surrounding  me.  I see 
pictures  of  my  past  appear,  the  hospitals,  my  brother,  my 
parents,  and  the  first  exacerbation  of  my  illness.  Now  I am 
young  again.  The  voices  in  my  head  have  died.  All  that 
is  left  is  clearness  and  tranquility.  I feel  happiness  and  I 
feel  at  rest,  feelings  I have  always  wished  to  experience 
again.  I start  walking  toward  the  light  that  I see  in  the 
distance,  without  fear,  and  I can  only  wonder  if  I am 
finally  cured  from  my  illness. 

-Suze  T^ert 
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"One's  Sensing,  Burning  Self’ 

-Katrina  Zethmayr 
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THE  FROZEN  HILLSIDE 


Is  it  conceivable,  if  awareness  is  sharpened  to  its  finest  point, 
for  the  senses  to  somehow  overlap — actually  making  it  possible  to 
“feel”  a sound?  I think  I just  experienced  that  phenomenon  as  I 
scrunched  along  through  the  frozen,  but  radiantly  beautiful,  snow 
covered  hillside. 

I glance  backward  one  last  time  to  savor  the  serenity  and 
beauty  nature  has  created  by  the  perfect  combination  of  snow,  ice, 
and  freezing  temperatures.  I have  empathy  for  otherwise  gifted  art- 
ists as  they  tiy  in  vain  to  capture  the  depth  of  this  natural  beauty. 

Trees  glisten  as  mounds  of  snow  balance  delicately  on 
branches  that  finger  out  over  the  half-frozen  creek.  The  sun,  sprin- 
kling warmth  into  my  soul,  teases  me  by  dancing  in  and  out  of  the 
winter  white  clouds  drifting  aimlessly  in  the  clear  January  sky.  Brav- 
ing frigid  temperatures,  big  and  small  animals  have  added  to  this 
scene  by  leaving  an  intricate  maze  of  prints  crisscrossing  the  hill- 
side; bringing  to  mind  perhaps,  the  abstract  signature  of  the  great- 
est Artist  of  all.  And  as  I listen,  the  cold  silence  is  interrupted  by  a 
faint,  but  distinct  and  somewhat  haunting,  melody  high  in  the  tree 
tops.  The  wind  is  picking  up  and  the  frozen  branches  begin  to 
reproduce  the  sound  of  champagne  glasses  clinking  ever  so  deli- 
cately. It’s  like  background  music  filtering  in  to  complete  the  pic- 
ture as  the  trees  sway  gently,  seemingly  toasting  their  creator. 

A shiver  of  emotion  runs  through  me  infiltrated  by  the  cold 
and  I am  reminded  that  it  is  getting  late  and  I must  leave  this  winter 
scene  that  will  never  again  be  recreated  exactly  as  I see  it.  I surren- 
der to  the  frustration  of  the  artists  who  have  tried  unsuccessfully  to 
capture  such  a divine  moment.  There  are  just  no  colors  or  words  to 
harness  the  beauty  of  this  frozen  hillside. 


-Marge  Golaszewski 
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hair 


^Vhat’s  on  your  mind?”  - 
as  if  they  do  not  know, 
only  the  swiftest  glance 
reveals. 

i am  fused  to  you, 
obsessed  - 

i do  not  want  to  leave. 

you  will  make  me  leave  though, 

after  your  fill  has  been  had. 

you  hide  me  beneath 

bulls, 

and  raiders, 
and  white  sox, 
as  if  you  are  ashamed, 
when  i live  within 
my  own  body, 
you  plaster  me  down 
and  confine  me, 
wanting  me  to  conform. 

-dint  thiele 


'The  Mannequin" 
-Judy  Hockett 
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Pinked  Parked  and  Ponked 

Lavender  blue, 
dilly  dally, 
nosepicker  pink, 
just  be  a Queen,  baby, 
nothing  will  stink. 

I remember,  right  back  to..... 
Say  when,  I think, 

I left  Indiana 

an'  them  colors  that  wink. 
Now  they  ain't  only  trailers 
what  wears  Taffy  pink. 

How  my  vehicle  teeters. 
Baby,  on  your  brink. 

-Patrick  Cunningham 


"Nurturing" 

-Pamela  Dujlouich 


Sleeping  Beauty 

A yearning. 

A craving. 

A knowing  of  existence. 

A throbbing. 

A mental  cry  for  you  to 
enter  my  system. 

A means  of  the  night 
time. 

Coherent,  but  gone- 

spacey  withdrawn 

an  ageless  stand-by  that  satisfies  all. 
I beg  of  you, 

I implore! 

Enter  my  system- 
I need  more. 

Purify  my  thoughts. 

Beautify  my 
environment. 

Pain  and  suffering 
abolished; 

The  numbness  overtakes 
my  spirit. 

You  can  kiss  me  on  the 
lips. 

But,  don't  expect  the 
spell  to  be  broken. 

Sedate  me. 

-Beverlee  Verner 
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Survival 

(4-4-92) 


At  six  corners, 

in  the  city,  where 

Irving  Park,  Cicero  and  Milwaukee 

collide 

Life  in  the  street,  at  the  store  front 
is  difficult. 

But  around  back, 
in  the  alley, 
there  is  not  even  the 
glow  of  neon 
to  soften  reality. 


Around  back,  delivery  trucks  and  alley  pirates 
cruise  through  trash  and  life's  leftovers. 

A woman's  underwear,  soiled,  torn,  discarded 
in  the  walkway. 

Graffiti-filled  walls  (Niggers  suck)  (Lords  rule) . 
McDonald  papers  and  wine  bottles.  Cans  and 
coat  hangers.  Vomit  and  discarded  love  letters 
are  the  reality. 


God  do  I love  the 
survivors 
of  life. 

Just  imagine.  The  thistle  had 
a flower. 

-Mark  Milligan 


But  over  there,  next  to  the  building, 
growing  out  of  a crack  and  holding  on 
to  life  tenaciously,  is 
a thistle— 

Dark  green,  symmetrical,  full  of  seeds 
and  thorns  with  one  small  flower. 

And  you  know  just  to  look  at  it  that 
it  is  there  to  stay  for 
as  long  as  it  wants . 


"Badt  Alley  of  Chicago" 
-Elizabeth  Tovar 
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This  Love 

This  love  washes  over  me.  It  fills  me  up,  and  spills  out  of 
me.  It  washes  over  my  husband,  my  child,  my  fam- 
ily, the  animals,  and  the  land.  I begin  to  tremble  and  the 
tears  start  to  fall  and  I can't  stop  them.  The  tears  are  so 
many  and  wash  over  me  like  This  love.  It  is  impossible  to 
describe  This  love  for  no  words  are  adequate.  So  power- 
ful and  consuming  it  takes  my  breath  away.  When  I've 
tried  to  explain  it  I become  frustrated  because  I can  see 
they  don't  understand  and  I feel  sorry  for  them.  They 
don ' t know  This  love  yet,  they  haven ' t met.  All  they  need 
to  do  is  to  open  their  hearts.  I know  that  it  is  easier  said 
than  done.  If  it  were  easy  then  everyone  would  know 
This  love.  I wish  there  were  instructions  to  teil  them  how  to 
open  their  hearts  to  This  love.  When  the  heart  becomes 
open  it's  like  opening  up  a dam.  The  love  is  bursting  to 
get  out  and  bathe  you  in  it.  I feel  like  every  particle  of 
me  is  on  fire,  yet  it  is  soothing  and  warm  and  peaceful.  It 
is  a love  so  majestic  and  i know  that  no  one  on  this  earth 
could  ever  love  me  like  This  love.  The  love  I receive  from 
my  family  and  friends  is  like  a grain  of  sand  compared  to 
This  love  but  it  is  also  a demonstration  of  This  great  love. 
For  while  we  are  humans  we  are  too  small  physically,  men- 
tally and  spiritually  to  experience  the  full  strength  and 
force  and  awesome  magnitude  of  This  love.  As  human 
beings  we  could  not  survive  the  full  impact.  This  love  that 
I receive  today  and  for  the  rest  of  my  earthly  days  is  just  a 
sample  of  what  is  to  come.  I look  forward  to  the  moment 
when  I will  be  consumed  by  This  love.  This  one  great  love, 
HIS  Love. 


-Teri  Winnie 
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Leprechaun 

Higher  desire 

Soul  control 

my  limbs  are  numb 

you’ve  swallowed  me  whole 

Flat  on  my  back 

Flat  on  the  floor 

I’m  biting  my  lips 

I’m  begging  for  more 

predator  claws  tear  at  my  flesh 

traces  of  passion,  raw  and  fresh 

Your  hungry  mouth  consumes  my  soul 

My  body  trembles,  I lose  control 

Turbid  mind,  turbid,  weak 

I’m  fighting  for  words 

I’m  fighting  to  speak 

Enemy  mine,  vindictive  foe 

try  to  stop  me,  to  make  me  go 

Debase,  deprave,  debauch  my  ghost 

I’ve  prayed  to  the  predator,  served  as 

his  host 

Restrain  my  hands 

Restrain  my  thoughts 

Burn  the  hindrance 

Burn  the  thoughts 

Vociferous  voice,  loud  and  clear 

he  whispers  ecstasy  into  my  ear 

His  cryptic  words  dance  with  me 

pervert  my  mind  and  set  me  free 

Round  and  Round  our  coaster  rides 

up  and  down  the  vicious  tides 

when  will  it  stop,  I do  not  know 

but  when  it  does,  insane  I’ll  go 

but  I’m  still  here,  I’m  still  free 

drinking  your  poison,  drinking  your  tea 

I’m  flat  on  my  back 

I’m  flat  on  the  floor 

I’m  losing  my  mind 

Again  and  once  more 

By:  KatZeman 


Forbidden. 
Your  touch. 

So  tender. 

So  sweet. 

I melt. 
Captured. 
Oblivious. 

! am 
puzzled 
as  I 

indulge. 

Absorbed. 

My  breath 
stolen. 

You  encompass 
and  envelope  me 
into  a 

secret  private 
interlude. 
Uncalculated. 
Unknown. 

I am 

rhapsodized, 
tantalized, 
intoxicated 
by  your  essence. 

I close  my 
eyes  and 
enjoy. 

-Kathy  Davies 
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Changeling  on  Bleeker  Street 

Greenwich  Village  1969 

Sundays  he  wrote  poetry,  weed  drying 

in  a warm  oven,  seeds  popping  — his  bags 
always  good,  lots  of  flowers,  female  plants  not 

cheap  sterile  highs  off  males.  His  bong  waiting 
turn  against  the  wall  — filled  with  the  same  ripe 
wine  from  last  month  — Ripple  maybe. 

I can't  count  the  number  of  times  I placed  my  lips, 

soft  on  his  and  gave  him  a shotgun  from  a roach 
hoping  his  pleasure  as  great  as  mine, 

a natural  gesture  - and  yet  we  were  never  intimate 
even  when  we  swam  naked  in  the  same  lake 
by  moonlight.  Somewhere  in  a farmer's 
field  in  an  offbeat  rural  town. 

I remember  its  smells,  the  colors  of  its 
lovers  dancing,  but  not  its  name. 

By  the  end  of  the  third  year,  by  winter's  chill 
I went  uptown  chasing  a job  I couldn't  possibly  get 
high  heels  hollow  echo,  tiptoeing 
away  - into  the  city.  That  was  the  month 

the  wind  in  me  broke  ioose  from  my  chest 
and  1 moved  uptown. 

I guess  I looked  down  and  noticed 
my  breasts  were  growing.  We  who  never  realized 
we  had  anything  to  lose.  I knew  everything 
about  you. 

I knew  nothing. 


-Tara-Kelly  Walworth 


"Occipital  Tower" 
-Neil  Huffman 
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A Sea  Story 


It  was  a dark  and  gloomy  night,  A dense 
cover  of  gray,  damp  pillows  spawn  from  horizon 
to  horizon.  The  stars  were  not  shining  as  they  had 
on  previous  nights  when  the  weather  was  coop- 
erating. The  seas  were  rough  with  waves  crest- 
ing at  thirty  feet  causing  the  bow  of  the  naval 
vessel  I served  on  to  dip  into  the  depths  of  the 
Atlantic  ocean  in  between  swells.  Waves  came 
crashing  overhead,  spraying  my  workstation  six 
decks  above  sea  level  with  1 00%  pure  saltwater. 
It  was  a terrible  night  to  at  sea. 

We  had  been  out  for  approximately  two 
months  of  a six-month  tour  to  the  Mediterranean 
Sea.  Our  assignment  was  to  perform  United  Na- 
tion sanctioned  inspections  of  all  vessels  enter- 
ing or  leaving  the  Dead  Sea  through  the  Suez 
Canal.  We  had  performed  our  jobs  with  great 
expertise.  Although  I personally  had  done  noth- 
ing to  jeopardize  the  safety  of  the  crew  of  the 
USS  John  Hancock,  I had  indeed  performed 
strange  "acts"  to  arouse  my  shipmates  curiosity 
regarding  my  sanity. 

It  had  been  my  goal,  at  the  time,  to  con- 
fuse those  with  whom  I came  into  contact.  I had 
figured  if  they  thought  I was  nuts,  they  would 
pretty  much  leave  me  to  myself.  And  whether  it 
be  in  the  living  quarters  or  the  signal  bridge,  I 
performed  this  task  with  the  mark  of  a true  pro- 
fessional. I would  often  hold  intimate  conversa- 
tions with  my  gear  locker  while  in  the  presence 
of  others,  causing  them  to  use  extreme  caution 
when  near  me.  Success!  But  to  understand  the 
reasons  behind  my  insanity,  one  would  have  to 
understand  the  conditions  in  which  we  were  all 
forced  to  live. 

To  put  It  bluntly,  I was  on  a large,  heavily 
armed,  floating  machine  of  war  with  three  hun- 
dred other  men,  all  living  in  close  proximity.  With- 
out contact  with  the  outside  world,  the  mental 
pressures  and  stress  associated  obviously  required 
some  sort  of  release  valve.  I found  that  perform- 


ing these  little  insanities  was  great  for  suppress- 
ing these  negative  emotions.  Now  some  person- 
nel were  able  to  adapt  to  “life  at  sea"  without  a 
problem,  while  some  were  not  so  lucky.  Most 
hid  the  obvious  pressures,  while  others  could  not. 
I fit  into  the  latter  category.  And  on  this  particu- 
larly dark  and  cloudy  night,  while  at  my  station,  I 
demonstrated  perhaps  the  oddest  way  of  dis- 
carding the  negativity,  only  to  be  caught  in  the 
act  by  an  unsuspecting  officer. 

My  particular  workstation,  known  as  the 
"SIG"  bridge,  was  the  highest  attainable  point  on 
the  ship  that  did  not  require  safety  harness.  Be- 
ing so  high  up,  it  was  an  extremely  isolated  place, 
and  only  myself  and  the  other  three  signalmen 
were  ever  present.  We  each  had  our  own  shift 
for  which  we  were  responsible.  Mine  was  the 
2400-0800  shift.  On  a seemingly  nightly  basis,  I 
sat  in  a dazed  and  extremely  bored  state  with 
nothing  to  do  but  read  a book  to  occupy  my 
time.  Reading  was  a sufficient  cure  for  the  bore- 
dom. However,  when  the  book  ended  so  did 
the  cure,  thus  requiring  that  alternate  measures 
be  taken. 

I had  just  finished  reading  a novel  written 
by  C.  Dean  Anderson  the  night  before  and  de- 
sired a quick  replacement.  None  could  be  found 
so  I decided  that  something  new  was  in  order. 
Something  different.  Something  that  had  not 
been  attempted  in  recent  history.  I sat  for  a while, 
at  least  twenty  minutes,  when  I hit  upon  a plan 
that  I knew  was  what  I had  been  longing  for.  I 
have  always  had  a theatrical  nature  about  my- 
self, having  played  many  different  characters  on 
stage.  And  it  came  to  light  that  this  playing  of 
roles,  under  the  right  circumstances,  was  a pos- 
sible method  for  curing  the  monotony  and  at  the 
same  time,  be  perfectly  harmless.  With  careful 
consideration  to  my  location,  situation,  and  avail- 
able materials,  my  character  was  designed  in 
detail.  I couldn’t  go  wrong. 
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I proceeded  to  inform  the  main  bridge 
that  I would  be  departing  my  position  to  retreat 
to  the  lavatory.  An  all  clear  sign  was  indicated 
over  the  sound  powered  phone  system  inform- 
ing me  that  I may  go.  And  go  I did.  Only  I did 
not  go  and  visit  the  almighty  toilet  gods,  as  I had 
on  numerous  drunken  occasions,  rather ! went 
to  my  gear  locker  to  retrieve  my  costume.  While 
at  the  locker  1 partially  got  into  character  by  in- 
serting a large,  golden  hoop  earring  Into  the  lobe 
of  my  left  ear.  I gathered  the  rest  of  the  cos- 
tume under  my  arm  and  proceeded  back  to 
the  signal  bridge.  There  I was  confronted  by  an 
irrated  Chief  Petty  Officer  who  inquired  into  the 
devious  acts  I was  committing  in  the  middle  of 
the  night.  I had  to  react  quickly  so  that  my  plans 
would  not  be  in  jeopardy,  so  I made  up  some 
cock  and  bull  story.  From  the  look  on  his  face  I 
knew  he  wasn’t  buying  into  my  act.  He  seemed 
to  let  pass  all  he’d  seen  with  one  exception  - the 
earring.  He  gave  me  a song  and  dance  on  how 
wearing  earrings  while  in  uniform  was  strictly  for- 
bidden and  how  he  should  write  me  up.  After 
about  fifteen  minutes  of  the  lecturing,  he  finally 
relinquished  me  to  return  to  my  post.  I said,  “Aye, 
Aye  Chiefl"  and  was  quickly  on  my  way  to  the 
signal  bridge. 

As  a signalman  it  was  my  duty  to  com- 
municate with  other  vessels  through  semaphore, 
Morse  code,  and  the  raising  of  coded  messages 
by  flag.  And  as  It  turned  out,  with  much  thanks 
to  the  recent  generosity  of  my  brother,  I had  in 
my  possession  a small  black  flag  with  skull  and 
crossbones  that  could  be  raised  and  lowered 
on  the  halyard  lines.  I quickly  raised  the  flag, 
and  proceeded  on  with  my  role  as  a twentieth 
century  pirate.  I was  wearing  my  blue  bandanna 
and  a single  black  eye  patch  that  covered  my 
right  eye.  My  shirt  was  stripped  red  and  white 
and  my  blue  jeans  cut  and  frayed  at  the  knees, 
I stood  barefoot  with  earring  in  place,  paying  no 
heed  to  the  chiefs  warnings  on  the  conse- 
quences of  my  actions. 

So  there  I sat  perched  on  the  flag-bag, 
mocking  the  cinema  version  of  a sixteenth  cen- 


tury pirate  plundering  the  seven  seas.  An  occa- 
sional “Aarrrgghhhh!’’  erupted  from  my  throat 
and  was  the  epitome  of  the  character  I was  por- 
traying. I sat  peacefully,  careful  not  to  arouse 
suspicion.  All  was  well  until  to  my  surprise  a tap 
on  the  shoulder  alerted  me  to  the  presence  of 
another.  Lt.  Commander  Rogers,  second  in  com- 
mand, peered  at  me  with  his  cold,  dull  red  re- 
lentless eyes  and  asked  only  one  question,  “What 
the  hell  are  you  doing  Rebresh?!’’.  He  asked  this 
in  such  a forceful  manner,  I was  certain  that  brig 
time  was  inevitable.  Either  that  or  he  would  ex- 
tend my  role  by  making  me  walk  off  a non-exis- 
tent plank  over  the  side  of  the  ship.  But  he  did 
neither.  I explained  to  him  how  I was  having  dif- 
ficulty adjusting  and  that  dressing  up  as  a pirate 
was  a relief  valve  for  the  stress. 

I can  only  assume  the  response  I gave  him 
was  so  profound  that  he  had  no  choice  but  to 
disregard  my  strange  ways  and  go  about  his 
business,  for  that  is  what  he  did.  At  that  point  I 
suppose  the  wise  thing  to  have  done  was  to  keep 
my  big  mouth  shut  and  not  utter  another  word. 
But  I was  not  wise,  I was  a pirate,  and  did  exactly 
the  opposite.  As  he  turned  away  from  me,  I let 
out  a slight,  casual,  barely  audible 
"Aarrrgghhhh!’’  to  which  he  responded  with  only 
a slight  giggle  and  walked  off.  Fortunately  for 
me  he  had  not  noticed  the  skull  and  crossbones 
that  flew  overhead  signifying  that  I,  a lone  and 
single  pirate,  had  seized  his  great  sailing  vessel. 

AARRRGGHHH! 

-Michael  Rebresh 
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Remembering  the  Ink 

My  close  friend 
of  a month 
and  day, 
scratched  out  an 
existence, 
then  went  up 
and  passed 
away. 

He  left  laborious 
records. 

Written  thoughts, 
liquid  life, 
of  everything  not 
taken 

by  impending  afterlife. 

So  even  though 

my  pen 

will 

no  longer  write, 
it  left  itself 
on  paper 

to  be  remembered 
not  in  mind, 
but  sight. 

-Brian  Reedy 


"Writer's  Block" 

-Rich  Sirovatka 


Attraction 

unexplained  passion. 
Intense  energy. 
My  spirit 

escapes.  Seduced 
into  your  depth 
unexplored  prose. 
Submersed  will. 

I am  teased 
by  your  pulse. 
Fascination  of 
your  mind 
the  collection  of 
your  thoughts 
looking  for  a 
reason. 

The  desire  of 
abstract 
intentions. 


-Kathy  Davies 
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Shelter 

My  father  was  a shelter  from  the  storm 
A stoic  man 

Sometimes  uncomfortable  with  relationships 
Easy  to  anger 
Easy  to  forgive 
A demanding  perfectionist 
A deeply  loving  parent 

I loved  him  and  I hated  him 
But  mostly  since  he  has  passed  on 
I understand  him,  I miss  him 

He  was  always  rock  solid  steady,  in  a storm 
He  was  like  an  old  oak  beamed  house 
With  a warm  fire  burning  within 
He  was  an  unwavering  provider 
He  was  grounded 
He  was  dependable 

I mostly  remember  strong  hands 
A warm  side  to  lay  against 
A soft  understanding  voice. 

-Paul  Sorenson 


'Untitled" 

-Chris  Hield 


COFFEE  BEAN  VAFE 

VOU’RE  mV  coffee,  i sip  of  Vou 

TASTE  VOUR  SWEETNESS,  BITTERNESS  TOO 

ADDICTION  SO  STRONG,  I KNOW  I CANT  BREAK 
THE  RUSH  THAT  I GET,  ONLV  VOU  MAKE 

VOUR  CAFFEINE  BLOOD,  PUMPS  THROUGH  MVVEINS 
I’M  HIGH  AS  A CLOUD,  TIED  UP  IN  VOUR  CHAINS 

A DOUBLE  ESPRESSO  WITHOUT  SUGAR  OR  CREAM 
I’M  DRUNK  OFF  VOUR  POISON,  DRUNK  OFF  VOUR  BEAN 
THE  CUP  THAT  VOU  FUX,  S MV  TEMPLE  OF  LIFE 
AND  THUS  I BECOME,  VOUR  COFFEE  BEAN  WIFE 


-KATZEMAN 
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Who  Cares  About  The  Martians,  Why  Is 
Her  Head  So  Big? 

Yes,  you  could  say  Sally  has  a fairly  large  head.  Last 
Friday,  fifty  witnesses  in  a small  town  saw  a spaceship 
land  on  top  of  it  while  she  stood  fishing  at  the  end  of  a 
pier  in  Madison,  Wisconsin.  A little  metal  hatch  opened 
up  on  the  side  of  the  spaceship,  and  seven  blue  ten-inch 
tall  mcutians  holding  wooden  spoons  stepped  out.  The 
crowd  stared  in  wonderment.  Sally  continued  fishing: 
Bait,  cast,  catch,  unhook,  throw  back.  The  small  blue 
martians  spoke  in  unison,  like  a barbershop  quartet  sing- 
ing on  a street  comer,  "Ikke  me  to  your  leader. " The 
crowd  gasped  as  Jim  Bob,  the  local  one-armed  paperboy, 
stepped  out  from  the  crowd  and  stated,  "We  hain’t  got  no 
leaders  ‘round  here  sir  . . . ‘cept  mebbe  the  ice  cream 
man,  Mr.  Bonaparte,  an’  he  hain’t  closer  than  another 
sever  mUes,  er  so  . . ."  Sally  continued:  Bait,  cast, 
catch,  unhook,  throw  back.  The  small  blue  martians 
spoke  again,  "Tkke  me  to  your  ice  cream. " A confused 
look  formed  on  their  faces,  as  Officer  Jim  John,  the  lo- 
cal deputy  and  police  chief,  stepped  from  the  crowd  with 
his  hands  out  in  front  of  him,  and  said  "Just  tell  us  what 
you  want,  little  buddies.  Nobody’s  gonna  git  hurt.  Just 
tell  us  what  ya  doin’  here,  an’  ever^ing’ll  go,  as  grandma 
used  to  say,  smooth  as  butter."  Sally  still  continued: 
Bait,  cast,  catch,  unhook,  throw  back.  A pondering 
look  formed  on  the  faces  of  the  blue  martians  and,  in 
complete  unification,  started  beating  Sally  on  her  head 
with  their  little  wooden  spoons.  A petrified  expression 
formed  on  the  crowd’s  faces,  as  they  all  took  an  immedi- 
ate step  backwards.  Without  so  much  as  a blink  of  an 
eye,  Sally  persistently  continued:  Bait,  cast,  catch,  un- 
hook, throw  back.  The  tiny  blue  martians  entered  their 
spaceship,  and  flew  off  into  the  direction  of  where  they 
thought  the  ice  cream  man  lived.  The  crowed  stared  in 
astonishment. 

Bait,  cast,  catch,  unhook,  throw  back. 


-Curt  Clendenin 


Reason  melted 

Everlasting 

Vengence 

Existing  only  to  replay  the  blow 
Now,  look  here 
Grin  at  thee 

Even  now,  your  glue  is  me 
-Kaf  Zeman 


"Gilded  Soul" 


"Untitled  Character" 
-Christopher  Yoon 


Tear 

A concentrated,  crystal  drop 
of  emotion. 

Liquid  prism  reflecting  all 
colors  in  the  spectrum. 

A sign  of  profound  joy 
Or  excruciating  pain. 
Hardly  alone,  but  always 
in  numbers. 

What  do  you  have  to  tell? 
-Debbie  VanDusen 


Every  close  encounter 
is  a judgment  of  death 
preparing  you 
for  the  spectacular 
BOOM! 

of  the  absence  of  life. 


-Michelle  Toms 


A MUSHROOM  AT  BREAKFAST 


Yoshi  is  going  fishing  with  his  father  for  the  first  time  on  this 
warm  August  morning.  His  father  is  the  best  fisherman  in  the  village 
and  Yoshi  wants  to  grow  up  to  be  a fisherman  just  like  him.  They  set 
out  to  sea  before  the  morning  light  erases  the  stars  from  the  sky.  The 
boat  is  named  Yutaka  Umi,  which  means  bountiful  sea.  Because  of 
the  diligence  and  good  fortune  of  Yoshi’s  father  in  harvesting  the  fruit 
of  the  watery  fields,  the  boat  is  almost  entirely  his  own.  If  today’s 
catch  is  rich,  the  boat  will  belong  to  Yoshi’s  father  and  then  some  day 
to  Yoshi  himself. 

They  leave  the  harbor  quietly,  heading  for  a special  place  to  set 
their  nets.  Soon  the  eastern  sky  is  glazed  pale  pink  like  Mother’s  tea 
set  from  Hagi.  The  morning  star  is  still  twinkling  as  a refreshing 
breeze  stirs  Yoshi’s  hair  against  his  cheek.  His  excitement  over  the 
expedition  calms  into  a perfect  contentment  as  his  body  adjusts  to  the 
even  rocking  of  the  boat  on  the  waves.  He  feels  at  home  here  on  the 
sea,  as  safe  and  cozy  as  he  feels  being  rocked  in  his  mother’s  arms. 
The  boat  moves  easterly  toward  the  brightening  sky  and  Yoshi  hums  a 
little  tune.  Soon  the  nets  are  set  and  Y)shi  and  his  father  sit  down  for 
their  morning  tea  and  rice.  Never  before  has  this  meal  tasted  so  deli- 
cious to  Y)shi.  Just  as  Father  is  pouring  his  second  cup  of  tea,  a 
blinding  light  flashes  in  the  northern  sky.  A huge  strangely  shaped 
cloud  slowly  rises  above  the  horizon.  Then  a terrible  wind  hits  and 
Yoshi,  Father  and  everything  on  the  deck  is  slammed  into  the  side  of 
the  boat.  Arms,  baskets,  tea  cups,  legs,  ropes  fly  in  all  directions. 
The  boat  is  blown  apart  and  scatters  over  die  sea.  The  nets  surge  to  the 
top  of  the  water  and  Yoshi  sees  his  father  thrashing  in  them.  His  father 
is  in  pieces  and  those  pieces  are  caught  in  the  net  like  fishes.  And  yet 
his  arms  reach  out  for  Yoshi.  Yoshi  is  enfolded  by  the  arms  and  en- 
tangled in  the  net  like  a small  sea  creature.  From  Yoshi’s  mouth  comes 
a gurgling  cry.  Then  there  is  only  dark  watery  silence. 

A reflection  of  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  the  dropping  of  the  atomic 
bomb  on  Japan. 


-Pamela  Lowrie 
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Wasted  to  Wasteless 

Ponder,  ponder,  ponder,  pondering. 

This  seems  to  be  my  life,  as  it  is  now  striving, 
nontrivialious  times  that  thee  does  seek. 

Yet  so  mysterious  and  greatly  mystique. 

A joke  as  I was  once  told. 

To  be  brave,  to  get  damaged,  crinkley,  and  oh  so  very  old. 

To  my  every  surprise  as  a new  day  progresses. 

Very  scared  to  find  your  younger  brother  in  girls’  dresses. 

To  seek,  to  search,  in  hopes  that  you’ll  find. 

Too  bad,  too  sad,  searching  for  nothing,  you  must  be  blind. 

Happy,  humorous  and  oh  so  sweet. 

Wouldn’t  like  to  get  one  of  life’s  finer  treat(s). 

Glass,  sheer  beauty  in  itself. 

Too  bad  it’s  false,  so  much  like  yourself. 

Great  stringings  of  pain  wiU  come  in  time. 

Just  write  it  now,  cuz  later  it  won’t  rhyme. 

Cautious,  aware,  too  quick  to  react,  stumble, 

Life  is  just  a great  hill,  tumble  after  tumble. 

Age  of  reason  is  lost  and  forgotten. 

No  instead  all  we  want  is  Armageddon. 

Fight,  kill,  go  a little  faster. 

No  kill  is  to  bing-bang,  Blast-Her! ! 

What  kind  of  life  is  that  useless  and  tasteless. 

Only  time  can  tell  what  is  bad  from  good,  good  from  good,  and  wasted  to  wasteless 

-Dan  Berner 


"Windowsill" 
-Judy  Hockett 
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Warranty  Intact 

Awash, 

adrift, 

amid  the  wave 
of  pretty 

pampered,  painted 
faces, 

I am  trodden, 
trampled  by 
bottled 

store  bought  beauty. 

All  big  coin 
clothes 

photocopied  and  placed 
neatly  on  all 
except  one  misfit; 

Me: 

simplistic  dress 
in  reference  to  a 
state  of  mind 
which 

denoted  beauty 
not  by  slick 
style, 

not  in  cadence 
with 

credit  cards, 
not  by  the 
dominant 
dollar  sign 
but, 

by  the  ability, 
acceptance, 
willingness  to  be 
myself, 

and  no  one  else. 

So  amid  these 

waves 

I am 

fraught, 

trodden, 

caught, 

but  I remain  unaltered, 
unchanged. 

All  original  parts. 


These  Times  We  Live  in 

There  is  a fear 
about  these  times  we  live  in 
An  ungrounded-ness, 

An  off-balance-ness 

There  is  a fear 
not  overt  but  hidden 
like  water  oozing  thru  a crack 
in  a corner 

There  is  a fear, 

Security  is  an  illusion 

There  is  a fear. 

Truth  is  concealed 

There  is  a fear. 

The  unthinkable  is  expected 

There  is  a fear. 

Justice  is  on  the  take 

There  Is  a fear 
about  these  times  we  live  in 

Spirit  is  hushed 

Anger  beckons 

-Paul  Sorenson 


- Brian  Reedy 
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"Cat” 

-Sandra  Castellan 
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para  tus  manos 


reaching  high  and  outward 
fingers  open 

lines  with  their  honey  curves 
indicating  unity  inside 
and  then  there  is  your  voice 
the  sounds  swim  together 
and  flush  into  my  ears  and 
i am  full  of  joy 


stillness 

you  have  known 
history  and  experience 
i recognize  in  you, 
and  you  within  me 
my  wish  is  always  the  same 
to  be  held  inside 
to  touch 

what  is...  what  used  to  be 
i look  at  you  sitting  across  from  me 
i behold 

unfolding  and  enveloping 

the  building  up  and  breaking  down 

greet  my  eyes 

and  harmonize  and  flourish  through  me 
your  pink  hand  wrapped  around  the  clear 
the  leaning  and  looking 


"Untitled" 

-Elizabeth  Tovar 


intricate  designs  emerge 
dark  pine  eyes 
onto  parted  velvet  lips 
fingers  pink  extended 
gracing  my  green 
and  in  their  curl 
your  sweet  dawn. 


-Sarah  Ruch 
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"Soul  Mates" 

-Pamela  Dujlouich 
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^ECSTASY^ 


Colored  grayish  in  anguishing  pain 
Quiet 
Somber 

Until  slowly  starting  to  stir 
Slowly  starting  to  moan 

Smelling  sweet 
Tasting  the  victory 
Opening  its  cloudy  curtains 
My  heart  jumps  with  anticipation 
Until  the  releasing  moment 
The  releasing  moment  of  freedom 

A cry  of  mighty  roaring 
A cry  of  power  and  strength 
Not  you 
Notl 

Can  stop  this  cry... 

Leaning  a little  further  back 
Tilting  my  head  upward 

As  I witness  mother  nature’s  symphony  of  fireworks 
Sparkhng  from  the  sky 

Thunder  crackling  loudly 
Like  a bass  drum  echoes 
Lightning  flashing 
Bold  Streaks,  breaking  in  twos 

Droplets  falling 
FalHng  down 
Faster  and  faster  they  fall 
Bursting  open  only  when  hit — by  the  ground 

Drip 

Crash  and 
Boom 

Providing  an  applauding  rhythmic  energy 
Leaving  me  wet  with  excitement.... 


-Kara  Azzerello 
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